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Author's Notes: 
Inspired by a particular scene in Á Year and a Half in the Life of Metallica and gay musings. No disrespect 


intended to anyone, | just always wondered how Lars felt during that session. 


It started with a quiet conversation earlier in the day. Lars had noticed James was tetchier than usual; long 
hours in the studio tended to bring out his impatient side, but this morning he'd been the definition of 
uncommunicative. Lars had finally caught him alone in the kitchen, staring listlessly out the small window, 
something unreadable etched on his face. And when he stepped closer, took the place at the sink next to 


James, and asked him what was going on, the answer he got genuinely threw him. 
‘My dad is coming by today: 


It was strange, Lars often thought, that he had known James for ten years now and had never met his father. 
His own father had welcomed James with open arms, showing as much love to this timid teenage boy as he 
had to Lars himself. Torben, he knew, was different to Virgil. He'd only recently discovered just how different. 


Torben hadn't put him down, Torben hadn't made him scared of himself and everything around him. 


Torben hadn't left without saying goodbye. 


And now the man that had made James feel all those things was sitting on the couch only a few feet from 

him, silently watching his son with a blue gaze that was disturbingly familiar to Lars. He'd been cordial enough, 
polite and mild-mannered, but Lars couldn't shake his animosity. He watched Virgil out of the corner of his eye 
as he tapped his own foot along with the riff James was playing. Lars wasn't sure what he had been expecting 
- an older, harder version of James, perhaps? This older man didn't look much like James, he supposed. Not as 
tall, not as broad. Not a lot in common. Except for those eyes. Blue eyes that he was used to in another face. 


Watching, waiting, judging. 


Lars felt a sudden pang in his chest as he watched James look up from his guitar and glance hopefully at his 


father. Virgil stayed silent. 
‘What do you think? Dad?! 


The word sounded foreign from James’ lips. Lars knew it, and James knew it too, from the hesitant way it 


tripped off his tongue. His heart twisted as the older Hetfield shrugged. 
‘Different from what I'm used to, that's for sure: 


James' head dropped as he nodded quietly. Lars could tell from the set of his shoulders as he hunched over 
his guitar that he was upset, insecure. After ten years with James, he could pick up the tiniest of signs. Even 


if it seemed his own father couldn't. 


Lars cleared his throat. Fuck this. ‘He's a great guitarist though, huh? Bob reckons James is the best rhythm 
player he's worked with: 


Virgil's steely gaze shot to Lars and for a second he suddenly understood what it was like to be 13-year-old 
James Hetfield, cowering under that glare. He didn't say anything, but looked back to James. 


‘td say you've really improved with your playing. Remember when we started you on the piano? That was all 


your mother's idea, she loved music.. 


Lars watched James visibly pale as Virgil mentioned his mother. Something snapped inside him. It made him sick 
to see James like this; this strong, powerful man turning back into the scared, painfully shy teenager that 
couldn't look anyone in the eye. Desperate for approval, terrified of being abandoned. 


Fuck off. Why are you here? He doesn't need you. We dont need you | fixed him, | made him better, leave us 


alone. 


Lars knew he sounded petulant. Hell, his petulance was why he was sitting in here like a protective mother, 


watching his best friend's father like a hawk. But he'd spent too many years patching up the cracks in the 


James' confidence to watch it break apart again. Not now, not at the hands of this man. 
‘| think James is-' 

Virgil cut him off before he even got the chance. 

‘tm gonna head off, I've had enough of LA for one day: 


He clapped James on the shoulder as he stood up from the couch. ‘Come round later in the week. We'll do that 


stuff | asked you about: 

James’ fingers knotted in his lap. Yeah. Uh. okay: 

‘Okay. Nice to meet you, Lars. I'll see you later, Jamie: 

Lars cringed inwardly at the nickname as Randy showed Virgil from the studio. James' eyes hadn't shifted 
from his lap, his shoulders still slumped. This wasn't the James Lars knew. This was something entirely 
different, something upsetting. 

‘What does he.. um, what are you doing later in the week? 

James looked up at Lars as though he'd only just realised he was still there. His eyes were dull, empty. ‘He just 
wants me to do a few things for him: James looked uncomfortable, obviously not telling the whole story. Lars 
decided not to pry. 

They were silent for a few moments longer before James lifted his head again 

‘Did Bob really say that stuff about me? 


Lars shrugged. ‘Something along those lines. It's hard to tell, with him chewing me out all the fucking time: 


A small grin started to creep across James' face and Lars suddenly felt desperate to do anything to keep it 


growing. 
‘| know it's true though: 


James‘ smile was a genuine one this time, the light returning to his eyes as he met Lars’ own. He looked back 


down at his guitar, strumming more confidently as he repositioned it across his thighs. ‘Thanks, Lars: 


‘Is no problem: His voice was soft as he watched James continue to pick determinedly at the strings, the 


smile still on his face. It was no problem. 


And the life came back to those blue eyes as Lars quietly helped patch James up again, bit by bit. 


